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were also lower and meaner and less secure. The people
who inhabited them cannot be far above the nomads who
dwell in the hills because their neighbours object to their
wandering in the plains. It struck me, indeed, that this hill
region was occupied by descendants of the aboriginal people
of India prior to the Aryan invasion.
Along the railway side there is, of course, a thin vein of
civilisation, and when we came to a station of any importance
crowds of villagers came to look at us.   Many of them were
Islamic in bearing, and I remembered that the Sind district,
on whose borders we were, was known as a seat of adulterated
Mohammedanism.   They looked at us in the most candid way.
All Indian crowds are, in fact,  candid.   They are never
ashamed either of their stare or their curiosity.   A tramful of
people is to them a phenomenon, and a phenomenon is a
thing to be curious about.   They  have  not the Western
guile which induces us to dress our natural inclinations in
an exquisite convention.   They look  until they are tired
looking and then, with a yawn as frank as their stare, turn to
more exciting things.
An Indian never sits. He always squats. Probably this
is because he usually has nothing to sit on, but he never seems
to tire of this squatting posture. Practically everything in
life that is worth doing to an Indian is done while squatting.
A squatting barber shaves his squatting customer; a station
official dreamily waiting the arrival of a train squats until the
disturbing event comes to pass; a woman selling trinkets
squats until the gods bring her a customer; a cultivator con/
suming his evening meal has no other attitude in which to
address himself to an engaging task; the man who waits on
you at table squats outside the room until you have finished
your prawn curry.
During the night we threaded our way through hill and
valley, some of which showed slaty formations, until early in
the morning I woke to a weeping world. Gone were the
dry, arid plains, gone the naked sun and tired figures on hot